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He wondered what had happened while they had been away.
So much could happen in so litde time... a week more to
wait...
Bentinck was telling him how in the old days he had shot
a lot of gorillas and elephants for the boys working on the rail-
way. cShot them for meat. Contract job. Never liked it,
though. If they hadn't protected them, they would all have
been killed off by now.3 He was silent again.
Pll be clearer about this when it's all over, Wilson thought
Can't see the wood for the trees now. This was the place
where that cliche really meant something. When you were
in the forest, you could not see the forest. How good it would
be to get out of it!
That was all he could think of now: To get out of it; to
get back to Olga. The war, the reason of this trip, no longer
made sense to him. These tremendous trees had survived1 a
hundred wars. All events, past or future, were irrelevant to
them.
Marching through them, they took on a malevolent per-
sonality of their own. Though the route was different, it
seemed the same. It was as if he had watched a film and now
was seeing it run off in reverse.
Had they, by coming here into a world which had remained
unchanged for so long, stepped back into a timeless era?
Did you, when you became a part of such reality, cease to
be real yourself... cease to understand reality? He knew he
was ill, of course; but he had not got fever. He had no dis-
turbance in his stomach; he did not even feel weak. On the
contrary, he was in harder condition than he had been for
years. What had happened had taken place in his head: in
his point of view. Bentinck's talk drifted past his conscious-
ness. He heard it, he understood it; but it made no impression
on him. Had he reached the saturation point? Could you
have so many experiences, so many emotions, see and feel so
many things so suddenly that you became incapable of further